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Humiliation, and the dreaded tremendous excitement
Of movement and change were ours, in our blood, our

fever.
Not alone in the aeroplane or the shell, not confined

To the trickery and lies, the treacherous bullet. No,
But even in fellowship, the touch of hand, in the quiet
Word, in the eye of a daisy or the timelessness of trees
Lies fear. Death haunts the flowers and cities.

So now, leaning against my gun, in these fields and

Plains of Belgium, conscious of the warp and fret

Of spring on the hedges and forests, I accept! I accept!

For there lies all our power; the power of the young

and the lonely.

I know that the past is lies-, and the present only
Important. I see in life service, and in dying an end

Of loving. I know that the evil in our nature
Is our fear of history, our incapacity to suffer,
And our poor cold dread of the crises of the future.

The sun bows. And now the earth, the mother,

Is cold. The patient suffering of these my friends, their

Lucid sorrow, is my burden and my song.

Poem near Bethune

O rain that turns the shoddy streets of
summer, and the avenues of experience
to a mirror of our late desire,
and images the year's betrayal,

Fall now on this uncovered dream, and
let your rivulets reflect